DISSOLVING    VIEWS

and, with the few who were willing to climb those
steep cliffs and make their way through the prickly
scrub that covered the dark hills, I then beheld with
intense interest the positions I had once known as
held by one side or the other in the tragic drama of
April to December, 1915.

So it came that on that September day in 1928 I
stood alone on the summit of the Chunuk Bair range,
which had been the main objective of the night attack
from Anzac on August 6th, 1915, I had left the few
who cared to scramble with me up the Aghyl Dere
(an almost impassable dry water-course) to its junc-
tion with the similar Chainak Dere. They had re-
mained on the little open patch of formerly cultivated
stubble called by us " The Farm ", where General
A. H. Baldwin and his $8th Brigade were destroyed in
hand-to-hand fighting on August the loth. Anxious
first to reach the top on which so many disappointed
hopes had once been set, I climbed on alone, and
from there could view the whole scene of that gallant
failure.

As I looked down upon the Anzac side of the range
which I had climbed, I realized again the appalling
difficulties of a night attack confronting the scattered
columns of Anzacs, British, and Gurkhas who at-
tempted it on the night of August 6th to yth, 1915*
I could again imagine the desperate struggle of all
those men thrown into an unexplored region of dry
and tortuous water-courses, unexpected cliffs and
ravines, complicated by almost impenetrable spiky
bush, threatening inextricable error to any wanderer
who attempted to pass even by daylight and in peace*
What, then, must have been the perplexity of armed
and heavily burdened men threading those unknown
wilds in total darkness, haunted by the expectation of
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